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County Guy
AH ! County Guy, the hour Is nigh,
The sun has left the lea,
The orange flower perfumes the bowers
The breeze is on the sea.
The lark, his lay who thrilled the day?
Sits hushed his partner nigh ;
Breeze, bird, and flower confess the hour9
But where is County Guy ?
The village maid steals through the shade?
Her shepherd's suit to hear ;
To beauty shy, by lattice high,
Sings high-born Cavalier.
The star of Love, all stars above,
Now reigns o'er earth and sky ;
And high and low the influence know,
But where is County Guy ?
Sir Walter Scott
Looking on From Age to Age
is not, and there never was on this earth, a work of
1 human policy so well deserving of examination as the Roman
Catholic Church.
No other institution is left standing which carries the mind back
to the times when the smoke of sacrifice rose from the Pantheon, and
when camelopards and tigers bounded in the Flavian amphitheatre.
The proudest royal houses are but of yesterday when compared with
the line of the Supreme Pontiffs. That line we trace back in an
unbroken series, from the Pope who crowned Napoleon in the nine-
teenth century to the Pope who crowned Pepin in the eighth; and
far beyond the time of Pepin the august dynasty extends till it is lost
In the twilight of fable. The republic of Venice came next In antiquity.
But the republic of Venice was modern when compared with the
Papacy ; and the republic of Venice Is gone, and the Papacy remains.
The Papacy remains, not in decay, not a mere antique, but full
of life and youthful vigour.
She saw the commencement of all the governments and of all the
ecclesiastical establishments that now exist in the world ; and we feel
no assurance that she is not destined to see the end of them all.
She was great and respected before the Saxon had set foot on Britain,
before the Frank had passed the Rhine, when Grecian eloquence still
flourished in Antioch, when idols were still worshipped in the temple
of Mecca. And she may still exist in undiminished vigour when some
traveller from New Zealand shall, In the midst of a vast solitude,
take his stand on a broken arch of London Bridge to sketch the
ruins of St Paul's.                                                      Macaulay